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O cives, cives, qiuerenda pecnnia primam est; 
. Tirtus po8t nummoa. — Hobacb, Spist. i. L 53. 




gOW happy b1i6 who, 'midst the flowers 
of Eden's peaceful glen, 
, (Ere yet the fickle ways of love were 
known to simple men,) 
Breathed solely for a single love, and from a siagle 

heart 
Gave love and faith and trust and truth, and played 

no double part ; 
But all was open as the aeas, Mid, when they laid to 

rest, 
Ko consciousness of hidden guilt bid flee his manly 

breast; 
For there was nought but what he knew, — and what 
to be confessed ? 
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But say now, trusting one, does she who slumbers 

at thy side, 
(She who, a few short years ago, came forth thy 

blushing bride,) 
E^en now recall in guilty dreams that sleek 

adulterer's smile 
Which greeted her as soon as you had parted, and 

the while 
You got a sorry brief or two, and worked on all 

alone 
For her and those who after all perhaps are not 

your own, — 
Who, dallying in her lap all day, played softly with 

her rings. 
Flattered, caressed, and ticMed, and a hundred 

other things 
Fouler than speech permits ; — how, when they hear 

you, while he sKps 
Out by the back-door, and his kiss stings on her 

guilty lips. 
She, with disordered dress and hair, flies wildly to 

the hall, 
And meets you with the first embrace ; you love her 

after all. 
You heartless hypocrite ; no doubt upon the best of 

grounds ; 
Is not her fortune tied tight up, those sixty 

thousand pounds ? 
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Wink at those little freaks and &ults ; let Her haye 

her own way, 
Dmnb 'tenant by the courtesy;' belieye me, the 

same day 
Yon dare object, triumphantly she drams yon ont of 

camp. 
And sends yon forth npon the streets a vagrant and 

a tramp. 
Say, is your neighbonr's honse on fire, thaf s yonr 

affiur, no donbt; 
Bnt if your neighbour bum himself with lawless 

lust, go out ; 
For how entirely he fulfils the letter of the law. 
He loves his neighbour as himself, his neighbour's 

wife still more; 
So if he tamper with your wife, why, let him, if he 

will, 
Bemember what your silence i)ayB, remember, and 

be still ! 

If an old fool of seventy-seven, when he by rights 

were dead. 
Persuade some girl of seventeen to share his nuptial 

bed. 
There really must be some excuse should Cupid, 

freah and yomig. 
Steal into old Tithonus' place, and with the &ir 

glib tongue 
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Wldsper forbidden sweets which make the poor 

thing, childlike still. 
Forget those charms are not her own to lavish 

where she will. 
What else can snch old fools expect ? At snch an 

age as that 
They should be trying coffins on, and not the 

wedding-hat. 
So goes the world from day to day, and who^U deny 

the fiw3t, — 
Lovers little better now than lust, and something 

worse than tact ? 

If with to-morrow's waking Ught the enemy 

of man 
Burst from the torments of hell-fire, and broke his 

prison-ban. 
Put on the very foulest shape that devils love to 

wear. 
And handed over for a day the kingdoms of the air 
To brother Satan; then in all the horror of his 

powers 
Stept down to pay a visit to this curious worid 

of ours. 
Provided only that he had an inch or two of 

land, 
A thousand pounds, perhaps, in stocks, and drove a 

four-in-hand, 
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However jSlthy he might be, black, beastly, foul, or 

fat, 
He^d find at least a miUion wives to marry him for 

that. 

No doubt he would ; this mutual salens the greatest 

human curse ; 
And if the women are so bad, why, men are ten 

times worse. 
For instance, just supposing that a story gets 

about 
That there^s at such and such a ball an heiress 

coming out. 
Or else that some old millionnaire has just gone off 

the hooks. 
And left an only child whose purse may perhaps 

surpass her looks. 
True, she may be but fifty-five, and uglier than sin, 
A very angel when she likes to lose — ^but then 

the tin! 
"Wliat matter ? none, of course ; well then, this 

universe of fools 

■ 

Gasps at the news, looks all aghast, and rushes off 

to Poole's. 
Talk of expense I &om head to foot behold the 

newest make ! 
Talk of expense ! expense be damned when millions 

are at stake ! 
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A white camelia decks his coat^ and cambric purest 

white. 
Should dire necessity require, electrifies the 

sight. 
How great a heart goes pit-a-pat that lordly vest 

within! 
White hands that bear a parachute no bigger than 

a pin 
Are safe encased in light kid gloves which prove a 

matchless fit, 
(You think, perhaps, they^re rather tight ; dear me, 

no, not a bit I) 
Poole, Dent and Truefitt and the rest strain every 

inch they can. 
And, all regardless of expense, turn out the perfect 

man. 
Lo I forth he comes with martial gait and half-a- 

yard of cuff's ! 
He walks, a very god in boots, or ensign in the 

Buffs I 
When, shaped in such a form divine, Apollo takes 

the field. 
The hardest hearts resist in vain, and chaste 

Susannas yield ; 
But when a dozen such appear, and each outshines 

the rest. 
What can the wretched woman do, but flirt with «,11 

at best. 
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Each felloVs more or less assured he^s got the finest 

chance :— 
'' She seemed so glad to talk to me^ delighted too 

to dance -" 
And^ " Now, there's not the slightest doubt that 

I'm the fiavourite dubbed /' 
And, " By Jove, how disgracefully poor What's-his- 

name was snubbed V^ 
As the eventful day draws near, each asks his patron 

saint 
What he shall do ? quiz, chaff, or what, ask riddles, 

flirt, or faint ? 
Long ere tie sun begins to sink, his spirits prondly 

rise 
To visions of enormous wealth and gems of 

monstrous size. 
The dowry of his captive maid, who with her coin 

holds sway, ^ 
And crowns him o'er his rivals king and Croesus of 

the day. 
Faint heart ne'er won — ^you know the rest ; come, 

buckle on the sword ; 
The battle may be long and fierce, but she is the 

reward. 
Not in the tiniest of boots uncomfortably tight, 
Not in the neat camelia-bud immaculately white. 
Pair youth, place too great confidence ; conquest is 

not in these; 
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Bring fkr morb science to the task; this wins; those 

simply please. 
The wall-flower, miserable wretch, stands not the 

slightest chance ; 
If she will sit, for ever sit; if dance, for ever 

dance, — 
Dance till your very legs give way, and it can 

scarce be said 
If you are standing on your feet, or capering on 

your head. 
A bow on being introduced cannot be well too 

low,. 
At least, if such is not the case, all seem to think 

it so ; 
But some young men are rather apt, or likely, I 

regret. 
Not properly to bear in mind, or shall we say, 

forget. 
That anyone who stands in front's afflicted with a 

nose. 
And if there's anything behind, most likely it has 

toes. * 
Of tibis most studiously beware, lest — too dis- 
tinguished fools,— 
You please the rifif-rafif, or become stock-comedy at 

schools ! 
If dozens sit disconsolate and sigh to join the 

fan, 
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What though you long to please them all, I say it 

can't be done. 
Then let not beauty tempt your eye, and hang the 

freaks of taste ; 
Now shut your eyes, demand her hand, and grab her 

round the waist ; 
Her teeth within her shaky head may rattle sadly 

false ; 
Her wig's awry, but never mind, and dash into the 

valse. 
Well, if she wears a dress as low as decency 

permits. 
Or rather lower, never look to see how weU it 

fits; 
And if true modesty conceal her bosom itom your 

sight. 
Rest happy, and in faith conceive the very purest 

white. 
Seek not to bare those hidden charms, as long, if 

not as black. 
As those an Indian squaw ties up and flings across 

her back. 
So, fear not \ pluck your courage up ; you can't be 

too polite ; 
Swear, if they ask you to, white's black, and black 

the same as white. 
When supper comes, if you've the luck to take the 
angel dovm. 
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Pity the spirit-broken Smith, and heave a sigh for 

Brown. 
Seat her where no one else can come ; supply with 

ready liaud 
The chicken-wing conventional, and ever ready 

stand 
With jelly, cream, an ice or wine ; so let her see 

you starve 
To wait on her, while all the rest carve, come again, 

and carve. 
When morning dawns, and some have gone, and all 

begin to go. 
He longs in vain for some excuse, — a fire, or fall of 

snow. 
No good ; and when a voice proclaims her carriage 

stops the way. 
He feels the very deepest grief she's not the power 

to stay. 
Mumbling he'd suffer no fatigue to dance with her 

all night ; 
To which she answers, "Really! no? ah, yes! 

well, no ! not quite !'' — 
Offers an arm, and ill contrives to hide a stifled 

groan 
As beckons from the open door that grizzly 

chaperone. 
'^ I was just getting to the point, confound the hag,'* 

he cries. 
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'^ Fm hanged if any other fool shall carry off the 

prize ! 
Yet one more hope remains; I know she left her 

fan behind ; 
This will at least be some excuse ; Fve really half a 

mind — 
In fact I will; Fll take my oath I picked it up 

to-night, 
Felt certain it was hers, and called to see if it was 

right/' 
Hell call to-morrow, but, alas I a murderous attack 
Knocks him up sadly for a month, and lays him on 

his back ; 
While tossing on his sickly bed such fears distract 

his breast. 
Sweet comfort whispers in his ear, '^ Fear not, you 

did your best/' 
But when he rises from his bed and ventures on a call, 
A chill of doubt perturbs his heart, and drawn-down 

blinds appall. 
Too late ! and can the news be true ? She must 

have been a myth — 
At least her fortune — to have gone and married 

that fool Smith. 
Yet so it is : no more, rash man, in fancied favours 

trust. 
Sorrow too late, and bite in vain the thumbnail of 

disgust I 

B 
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Learn by experience to seek the beautiful within ! ' 
What profit, empty-headed fool, to woo and so to 

win 
Gold hoarded by the stingy dead for careless hands 

to waste 
On frippery and gorgeous silks and lumps of Paris 

paste ? 
White bags of bloodless, fleshless bones scarce crawl 

along the street ; 
And warm within, ye pampered mouths, eat fat and 

drink the sweet ; 
Wines flash in all the crystal cups, and, brighter 

from the cold. 
The fire bums briskly on the hearth and lightens up 

the gold. 

What visions, when thou Uest down, and wearied 

eyelids close. 
Are sent thee from the ivory gate, to sweeten thy 

repose I 
Doth she not twine thee in her arms and nestle to 

thy side. 
The love of all thy youthftd hopes, thy own, thy 

virgin bride ? 
How sweetly scattered down her neck and breasts 

of stainless snow, 
Escaped the snood that bound them up, her locks 

bewitching flow ! 
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Just parted^ like a budding rose^ her pouting lips 
display 

Long rows of pearly teeth on which no time can 
wreak decay ; 

Wake from thy happy dreams and taste those ever- 
glowing charms I 

Why tarry? dost thou fear to melt within those 
lovely arms ? 

In the dim twilight of the dawn behold that wizen 
shapCj 

Gaze fondly on those withered breasts^ that neck, 
whose gristly nape 

Supports the only hairs that still adorn that tempt- 
ing form. 

Which like a weather-beaten ship rides- safe beyond 
the storm; 

But shorn of all her spars, blocks, sails, and tackle 
blown away. 

Lies but a mockery of the past within some shelter- 
ing bay ! 

See there her wig upon a chair, and there her set of 
teeth ; 

Those flabby lips too well display her mumbling 
gums beneath ! 

Look closer on that wizen face and taste that fetid 
breath I 

What does the sight remind you of? the witches in 
Macbeth. 
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Enough I how sad the day will be when she departs 

in peace : 
" Poor things she suffered dreadfully ; a mercifal 

release !" 
Of course ; no doubt it was to you ; and in six 

months or more 
A houri of fresh beauty Ues where Hecat grinned 

before ; 
And as succeeding years bring forth a daughter or 

a son^ 
You come decidedly to think, 'twas not so badly done : 
Since were it not for number one and all you had to 

ft 

bear. 
You'd have no sociable sweet wife to lie beside you 

there. 
Then does no conscience sting within, no tinge of 

self-reproach 
Trouble your daily peace of mind, on present joys 

encroach ? 
"Was there true love, or love at all, and were the 

story told. 
You hunted down the ugly witch and married for 

her gold ? 

How fares the man who marries poor, and then 
for love alone. 
Who week on week lives happily upon a mutton 
bone, 
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Or simple love and nothing else, and, long before it's 

light. 
Gets up to hear his babies squall, and breakfast in 

the night ? 
One waits on all his smallest wants, and with a lov- 
ing grace 
Wraps him up tightly in his coat, as looking in his 

face 
She gives and takes the well-known kiss before he 

seeks that hole. 
Where, for his darling ones and her, he works on, 

heart and soul. 
For that small pittance which he earns — one 

hundred pounds a year ! 
To whom those faces full of love and childlike trust 

appear. 
Cheering that silent drudgery and helping on the 

day, 
TiU night returns, and, tired to death, he wends his 

homeward way. 
Those little feet are at the door before he comes, 

and see 
This one clings fondly round his neck, and that one 

to his knee«: 
For each he brings a naked doll or else a penny 

toy. 
While she bends closer o'er his chair, and weeps a 

mother's joy. 
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How happy he whose lot is this, who owns so pure 

a prize ! 
She lives for him and he for her, what she lacks he 

supplies ; 
Though what he earns will bare suffice, and work is 

long and rough. 
Love and that little satisfies: if that's not, what^s 

enough ? 

And how much peace remains for him who seeks 

no willing heart 
To share his pleasures and his home, and bear his 

pains in part, 
Who through society, up and down goes hunting far 

and wide, 
To get, by dint of hook or crook, a fortune, not a 

bride. 
This gained, he flaunts himself about, a devil of a 

swell. 
And what he doesn^t spend in dress, he loses in a 

heU, 
Wastes on a woman, or perhaps keeps a harem of 

his own: 
So breaks his poor wife's heart, ajid then reaps the 

wild oats he's sown : 
Casting his all in sheer despair to any scheme afloat. 
Loses : then tries the turf: that fails : and then ho 

cuts his throat. 
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Who mourns the death of such as these^ nor rather 

loves them dead ? 
So what becomes of such blacklegs the less the better 

said. 

« 

Now any man in course of time can make himseit 

suppose, 
(Imagination travels fast) he loves the girl he knows 
Has twenty thousand of her own, and who knows 

what beside ; 
He stops his ears, and gives the world permission to 

deride, 
Scorn, chaff, or anything they like, what matters it 

to him, 
Provided that he satisfies that one peculiar whim ! 
Call it a whim, if so you please, but call it what you 

will. 
Explain it if you can away, that makes it clearer 

stiU 
A cool deliberate perjury, as foul and black a lie 
As wits Satanic could concoct ; if shame the whole 

world cry. 
He snaps his fingers at them all; what cares the 

heartless scamp 
Whether her mother cut her throat, her fiither 

storm and stamp, 
The papers curse him right and left with unrelenting 

voice ? 
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He gives her perfect liberty and leave to take her 

choice. 
To go (her fortune once secured) to Bedlam, or the 

deuce. 
This is the true smooth course of love, this is the 

noblest use. 
The highest aim of vows which bind the man and 

wife to be 
Partners of life-long happiness, or life-long misery ; 
This is forsooth the brightest star of all our social 

crimes ; 
The finest, truest principle, the noblest of our 

times; 
Real Christian excellence, the proof what good the 

sermons, tracts. 
The reams on reams of pious trash, which g9dly 

rule enacts 
Should Sunday after Sunday do their best to make 

and keep 
One half the congregation yawn, the other half 

asleep. 
This is no fancy of the brain, no maniac^s freak like 

his 
Who marries any girl on earth, no matter who she is. 
What business have we to despise or call that man 

a fool 
Who takes to wife his scullery-maid ? He sends her 

oflP to school. 
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So when three years or so have past, she^s learnt 

the curious fact. 
Some duke was drowned in Mahnsey wine, to add 

and to subtract. 
Who was the son of some one else, Huz had a 

brother Buz, 
That though the piano wants no H, the English 

language does : 
Where Popocatepetl is, and Sodom used to 

be. 
The haunts and habits of the lion, how far the 

chimpanzee 
Eesembles his first cousin man, why busy bees de- 
light 
To gather honey all the day, and dogs will bark and 

bite. 
Besides a few more: add thereto a smattering of 

French ; 
Behold a lady to the bone where once the country 

wench. 
The roses stolen from her hands now grace the lips 

and cheek : 
No longer does her forehead shine, a mirror soapy 

sleek. 
But newest Paris stays bring in that clumsy waist 

to shape. 
Nor ribboned cap of tawdry hue, nor straggling 

strings of tape 
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Bind up the hair whicli once received due lumps of 

Sabbath greasOj 
But now is dressed a la crepee, or a Vlmperor 

trice. 
Who in her native village knew their playmate thus 

transformed^ 
When round the village public all the village gossiped 

swarmed. 
And stared with curious eyes to see a coach and pair 

in state 
Drive up portentously and stop before the cottage 

gate? 
Her father who, his day^s work done, in his own 

plot of ground 
Dug up the homely pomme de terre, just looked up 

at the sound. 
Then wondering leant upon his fork, and left the 

upturned clod : 
Before his door a goddess stood, and at her side a 

god. 
She kissed his poor old withered cheek, she stroked 

his few grey hairs ; 
With mouths wide open, like one man, aghast the 

village stares. 
Her mother came into the porch, and dofifed her 

second eyes. 
What could a lady want with John ? How great waa 

her surprise 
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To see her hug him round the neck and terrible the 

shocks 
When satin came in contact with her husband^s week- 
day smock. 
Now even to that simple home the bird of queer 

reports, 
Which, idle babbler, hops about and picks up 

diverssorts 
Of stories scandalously false and perfectly 

absurd. 
And scraps of news which mightily delight the 

common herd. 
And more besides, had brought a tale of royal 

favours shed. 
And royal gifts showered down upon a canny 

peasant's head. 
Now had the story gone so far, nor farther, — well 

and good,— 
But there's a certain set of men aU know, whose 

daily food 
Consists of trumping stories up, concocting new on 

ditsj 
Lewd fellows of the baser sort they are, and yet . 

they please. 
That story wanted point, they said; the sequel 

should be traced : 
And so they dished the scandal up to stiit the public 

taste. 
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But wky repeat the treasonous trash f — she kissed 

his honest face^ 
Then tore herself from him to meet her mother's 

wild embrace. 
Who clasped her in her open arms, and held her 

might and main. 
The while she shrieked, and looked, and shrieked, 

and looked, and shrieked again ; 
Till, with so sudden a surprise and pleasure, then 

and there 
The joyous mother overcome sank down upon a 

chair. 
Then he who spumed the sneers of friends, and 

braved the world for her. 
Who feared not dread society laws, and boldly 

dared prefer 
A poor girl in a plain print dress, with awkward 

ways and gait. 
To any peer's child satin-clad, slim-figured, poplar- 
straight. 
The simple to th^ intriguing mind, proud, poor- 
despising, grand. 
Stood quietly happy and looked on, then took her 

father's hand. 
And shook it heartily, declared he was as proud to 

own 
Their child his wife, as any king's that sits upon a 

throne ; 
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Then talked of model cottages, and one the best of 

all. 
There should he and his better -half forget their 

mudbuilt kranl. 
And wanting nothing, end their days in comfortable 

peace. 
To see their children's children bom, long prosper 

and iacrease. 
And so on ; happy was that day, and blest their 

dreams that night 
When the portentous coach and pair had rattled out 

of sight. 
This is all well enough, you say, for those who can 

aflford 
To cut relations and lose friends, (the usual reward 
Of those unlucky wights who love not wisely but 

too well) , 
Be in hot water all their lives, and ring their funeral 

kneU 
When they their father's scullion take for better 

and for worse. 
And damn themselves the biggest fools, their wives 

the greatest curse. 
Beauty is always loveable, and man her victim falls. 
Whether she grace a humble home or flash in 

palace halls ; 
For even though in point of fact there's no law 

which decrees 
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Man should on no account espouse^ supposing so he 

please^ 
A pretty crossing-sweeper, yet I venture to predict 
The man who dared so rash an act, would find 

himself a picked, 
A marked man to his dying day, and before long 

agree 
That vicious wealth is better far than honest poverty. 
And (only too late) wish to God he^d married in her 

place 
A wife who^d as soon poison him as look him in the 

face, — 
Skittles, a modem Jezebel, a Fury, a Medea, 
A fashionable adultress with ten thousand a year ; 
Then would society open-armed have welcomed in 

with pride 
The mammon of unrighteousness most honourably 

allied 
To him the man without reproach, adored them with 

a win. 
Feted and feasted to the death, and flattered to the 

fill. 
But as it is he might as well be off to those far 

lands 
Where Afric^s sunny 'founts, we^re told, roll down 

their golden sands. 
Or to some equally fair spot, or no less charming 

shore. 
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Where (sad thought!) like so many poor deluded 

men before. 
He might perhaps in one whole year, by dint of hook 

and crook. 
Convert one native to believe and ten to bum The 

Book, 
And be converted one fine day himself into a dish 
To please some naked majesty^s most cannibalic wish. 
In point of fact, he might as weU be deaf, dumb, 

blind and lame, — 
Society daren^t acknowledge him, the world blots 

out his name. 
Pity the miserable wretch ! in these our glorious 

times 
The very name of Poverty imputes a thousand 

crimes. 
Blest is the man who rolls in wealth; he undisputed 

wins 
That popular esteem which hides a multitude of sins. 

That such things happen every day, it^s hard to 
think ; yet look, 

Twas only yesterday my lord was married to his 
cook; 

No doubt while yet the late deceased felt her 
approaching end. 

She did in parting words of joy sincerely recom- 
mend 
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Her lord, who wept beside the couch, to take that 

faithful slave 
To be his wedded wife when she lay rotting in the 

grave, 
Since in the culinary line her virtues were so 

great, 
They might shine just as brilliant in the matrimonial 

state; 
Then did she her last blessing give, and wish them 

happy so. 
Her ladyship then went above : his lordship slipped 

below. 
And clasped his cook around the waist, and o'er the 

frying-pan 
Sang merrily, ^^ No more my cook, my Lady Mary 

Ann!'' 
Poor thing ! For when my lord desires her waist be 

taken in. 
She cries, ^^ If God did make me fat, I can't be 

twisted thin ! " 
Her features like the setting sun, fat, bottle-nosed, 

and red. 
Shone radiant on the happy mom his lordship 

proudly led 
The blushing bride from pots and pans, roasts, 

coppers, broils and stews. 
Transferred to levees, balls, and fStes, rings, silks, 

and satin shoes. 
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There^s no accounting now for taste and surely not 

for love ; 
Most see no difference between a dodo and a dove. 
What ails thee, Cupid, chubby god ? Where is thy 

skill of old? . 
Hast losj^thy pretty bow and thy unerring shafts of 

gold? 
All ! shame-faced, naked little scamp, Yenua' sham- 

shackUng son. 
Art thou now growing old, or what, or weary of the 

fun? 
Thy swift-winged arrows, when thou wert a froUc- 

some bright elf. 
Smote the immortal gods, and e^en the Thunderer 

himself; 
Chaste Dian and the god did yield who bend the 

silver bows. 
But now the pigeons all escape, and down come all 

the crows. 
Hideous old cronies, whoVe no right at all to be 

alive. 
Lead to the altar our young men, have children too, 

and thrive. 
Such monsters should be got rid of: theyVe not 

the least excuse : 
This impudent longevity's a positive abuse. 
The very notion makes one sick: the bare idea 

revolts. 

c 
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Has she-Tithoniu^ sfarEvelled hag, wisdr^ befijfe she 

monlts^ 
Puis Madame Bacliel to the proo^ the latest sham 

procures 
For stuffing out her scraggy^ lean^ peripatetic 

skewers^ 
And bays the newest tint m wigs to hide her 

ghastly skoU. 
Are her eyes growing blind and dim^ or is their 

colonr doll ? 
Eau-de-Cologne lights np dead fires^ in copious 

draughts imbibed. 
Does her flat bosom, — ^but enough ; the prodigy's 

described. 
Quidplu/ra? Who could see such sights and longer 

live ? sa/ns doute 
The man who marries such a hag's a mercenary 

brute. 
To put in bottles that are old new wine, or else to sew 
In an old coat new cloth, was proved a failure long 

ago; 
But men think otherwise, it seems; to prove ifs not 

the case, 
They take their grandmothers to wife and propagate 

their race. 
Ingenious apologist, invent some specious cause 
Why man and woman thus conspire to frustrate 

nature's laws, 
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Contrive some plausible excuse ; I swear it can't be 
done : 

Conscience^ be satisfied with this ; trust me^ there 

♦ ■ ■ • . 

is not one^ 
Whether you rack the sharpest brain, or scour the 

depth and height. 
Save this hard-used absurdity, Whatever isj is right. 
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HOULD an^ old maid of ninety-nine, to 
single bliss resigned, 
Think she ^d look better as a wife, and 
queerly change her mind. 
Marry her bntler or her page, we all remark it's sad 
To see a lady so reduced, and merely term her 

mad. 
But when a girl of seventeen, who's pretty nearly 

sure 
To make what's called a first-rate match, skedaddles 

with a boor, 
A great big clumsy country lout with no more 

common sense 
Than any Choctaw Indian, and fifty times as dense. 
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It's hard to give a good account for such peculiar 

whims; 
For what can anyone admire in great big clumsy 

limbs> 
A shapeless mass of fat and bones^ and oh ! that 

stolid stare 
Of Chinese eyes that lurk beneath huge mats of 

sandy hair? 
Our righteous souls are sorely vexed, and each 

indignant voice 
Echoes the horror of her crime, the madness of her 

choice. . . 

Pity we can the wretched girl, perhaps an only 

child. 
Bom to old parents cross as sticks in some out- 

laudish wild. 
Who never passed across the hills that hide the 

world beyond. 
To whom its streets are paved with gold, the sea a 

large duck-pond ; 
Who never sees a single man but her curmudgeon 

sire, 
A butcher from the nearest town, and perhaps the 

surly squire ; 
What wonder if the monstrous swain should in her 

eyes appear 
The beau -ideal of the man — Apollo Belvi- 

dere ? — 
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And, consequences quite forgot, site's blind enough 

one day 
To put the idea into his head, and so th^ run away. 
Tastes diflFer : yes, of course they do : but who'd on 

earth suppose 
My pretty, quiet, lady-like, my favourite cousin 

Rose, 
Could take a fancy to that lout, my poor old uncle's 

groom? 
Whom will the girls elope with next, Beelzebnb, or 

whom ? 
What put the idea into her head ? She surely must 

have known 
That wretched curate would have died, to tftke her 

for his own . 
A thousand times far better thus to be condemned 

to bear 
The awful drudgery of twins and £50 a year> 
Visit the sick, and day by day receive the poor's 

complaint, 
(For then at least you get some love and named 

the village saint) , 
To have to eke out funds to clothe and feed those 

punctual twins. 
And hear your husband's sermons preached (a 

penance for youi* sins) , 
At least ten ^times before in church, Ihen in a Sun- 
day school 
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With catechism questions cram some pudding- 

headed fool, — 
Better this burial alivCj this lifelong suicide. 
To be the poor man's comforter, your husband's 

strength and pride. 
Better this deadly, lively death, this mockery of 

life. 
Better too often but to lack courage to lay the knife 
To the poor children's crying throats for very want 

m 

of bread. 
With all the wish and yet without the power to have 

them fed ; 
Better, I say, to be condemned to live in such a 

tomb. 
Drear as it is, than run away with any low-bom 

groom. 
This struggle against poverty requires a heart of 

stone. 
To heiEtr the poor old dying wretch gasp out his 

breath and moan 
For the last drop of cold water to cool his parched 

tongue. 
Confess his daughters walk the streets, his sons 

have all been hung. 
And cursing God He back and die in some damp 

dirt-built hole, — 
This, though it wants a frame of iron, a more than 

stony soul. 
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Where neither rust nor moth corrupt^ nor thieves 

break through and steals 
Heaps up a treasure in the heayens^ and those shalt 

find and feel 
Joys brighter than the brightest gems of proud 

earth's gHtf ring dross. 
Whose lot has been the buflfeting, the hunger and 

the cross. 
As for the empty-headed girls who thoughtleBsly 

decamp 
With billiard-markers or with grooms, or some dis- 
honest scamp. 
Who, not by any means content that when the 

chance occurred 
He robbed his master all he could, must now needs 

break his word, 
Take cruel advantage of the child entrusted to his 

care. 
Hold her so firmly in his power before she^s well 

aware. 
That one fine night she finds herself quiet creeping 

from her room. 
And ridinff wildly up the lanes with George, her 

fais groom; 
To — God knows where ; the end of it through long 

and weary years 
Is misery, and but too late the deep repentant 

tears. 
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The longing to be back at home^ as loved as on that 

day 
When headlong folly would persist in having its 

own way. 
And dooming her, who should have blessed a 

parentis grey old age, 
To ballet-dancing on the boards of some provincial 

stage. 
Or hemming on, drear day and night, with bursting, 

throbbing head. 
For life ; poor thing ! an angel soul, unto a devil 

wed. 
Who cursing takes the little all her poor strength 

dared not keep. 
Beats her, and leaves her there alone to cry herself 

to sleep. 
Far happier are the dry old maids who, blighted in 

first love. 
Living in single happiness, profess to be 

above 
These passions of weak womankind, and o^er the 

smouldering coals 
Confide long tales of wounded love and cruelly 

smitten souls. 
Of disappointed pleasures, hopes, ai^d home-joys to 

the cat, 
Which sympathetically purrs, curled round upon the 

matj 
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Or lewd oatth-jabbering paroquet^ or ihose^ wiio^ 

sparing man^ 
Lavish their virgin charms upon a monstirous black 

and tan. 
Bat thatj blind folly as it is^ admits no saving 

plea: 
Yet which deserves onr blame the most> that foolish 

maid^ or she^ 
Sweet siren of th' adoring age^ who bnt too well 

obeys 
Those precepts which her fond mama instilled in 

nursery days ? — 
" My dear, beware of marrying a man below yonr 

rank: 
Firstj iQake a point of finding out his balance at the 

bank ; 
That known to be a royal sum^ no chance nor 

moment lose. 
But let him see you fancy him in any way you 

choose. 
Beware of shilly-shallyiag, and don't make love by 

halves ! 
Be the dear man a landed squire, crops, coutity- 

scandal, calves. 
Prize beasts, the jQnest runs he had last season, and 

the like. 
Will give you lots to talk about, and while the iron's 

hot, strike ! 
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THoagh very possibly you know just nothing of the 

facts^ 
No consequence ; you Ve no idea how sweetly that 

attracts 
His admiration ; as for truth there's not the slightest 

need : 
Draw freely on your fancy^ so you're certain to 

succeed. 
Now should the eligible youth be of a horsey 

taste^ 
When, ready for the giddy valse, he clasps you 

round the waist. 
Give him a jolly view-holloa ; extoll the glorious 

praise 
Of breakneck banks and five-barred gates, and curse 

the frosty days ; 
Admire the most ungodly pug that ever grinned on 

earth. 
Discuss the merits of rat-pits, declare the beauty's 

worth — 
Oh ! anything : — et cetera : then with the acutest 

look. 
Give him a hundred skivs to one on Hermit, make 

your book. 
And use of all the slang you can, as often as you 

please, 
'^ Awfully stunning, the c'rrect card, the latest tip, 

the cheese," 



44 FREAKS, FOLLIES, 

These, all the choicest epithets, will show you^re 

quite aufait 
With the most elegant and plain Queen's English of 

the day ; 
Then finally (to leave no doubt) bewitchingly de- 
clare, 
" I'd rather have one Derby day, if only you were 

there. 
Than any number without you." This pretty little 

bit 
Of fair flirtation makes him yours ; trust me, a 

deadly hit. 
Again, supposing that he be of a Shakesperian 

turn. 
One of those sawney young men who romantically 

yearn 
For somebody, they know not who, nor when, nor 

where, nor why. 
And talk of their prophetic souls, wish they were 

birds to fly. 
And such-like nonsense, — bait your hook for this 

peculiar fish 
With some quotation to the point, affirm you also ' 

wish 
To flee this dreadful world of sin, and passionately 

love 
To talk of bowers and budding flowers and heavenly 

joys above. 
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Of pleasures, treasures, roses, barks, grey, green,»or 

grassy graves. 
Of oceans, waters, rivulets, rills, blue, green, or 

azure waves. 
Or waves of any sort lie please, and how much 

you regret 
That stupid is the only rhyme for Cupid one can 

get. 
And so on ; let him quote away, and every other 

line 
You rapturously pleased exclaim, '^ How beautiful ! 

divine ! " 
Swear that you cannot understand, and more than all 

abhor 
Those heartless matter-of-fact men, who set no 

golden store 
On poetry, the staff of life, while slow he twists and 

twirls 
His lily fingers through the stack of his long 

scented curls. 

This heir-of-Redclyffe style of man, Byronically 

grand. 
Seems going out of fashion now, but, lest one come 

to hand. 
Be always equal to the task : the profits must be 

great ; 
So for. each different kind of fish, use different kinds 

of bait. 
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You may meet^ by some cnrions chance^ (though 

more or less remote) 
One of those strangely pions men^ whose very 

evening coat 
An air of sanctity pervades, whose very fitce conveys 
A queer idea of feasts and fafits, octaves and strict 

saints' days. 
Soon wiU the conversation turn on anthems and on 

hymns 
Processional, recessional, and all the other whims 
Of high-church worship, then on albs, et geivas 

omne hoc, 
(Kind reader, pardon) which conspire to lead astray 

the flock 
Of simple Christians from the faith, the cup outside 

to wash. 
And think salvation is in all this ritual and — bosh. 
He will adore these outward signs, and ask if you 

agree : 
Answer, "Decidedly,'^ whatever your real opinion be. 
Tell him you wished to be a nun, but that now since 

you find 
Such charming people in the world, you're glad you 

changed your mind. 
This cannot fail to win his heart and crown you 

with success : 
" The wedding shall be choral, love,*' he says ; you 

must say " Yes." 
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If there be any other sort^ the same roles still 

apply. 
Comprised most exquisitely well in this one small 

word, '^ LIE ! " 
Thus the fond parent gives advice, and jfrom ex- 
perience lends 
Those hints which in her husband-hunt achieved her 

private ends. 
" Now your own sense of right and wrong will 

teach you, as I trust. 
To scorn and hate the poorer man with infinite 

disgust ; 
No creature of the human race was ever made so 

low : 
It's really pitiful to think God willed to make them 

so. 
You've no conception what disgrace, what infamy, 

what scorn 
It brings upon the wretched child who, nobly bred 

and bom, 
Like you, my dearest, condescends to fall in love 

with one 
Who's nobody, not worth a pin, what's worse, a 

second son. 
For now-a-day, a clever girl would never think, my 

,dear. 
Of marrying a man with less than twelve thousand 

a year." 
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Kow should the poor obedient child these dire com- 
mands perform^ 
Lay siege to any man like this^ and take him off by 

storm, 
How proudly does the parent fond behold her pains 

repaid. 
Her efforts honoured with the prize, one daughter's 

fortune made, 
(Most touching !) calls her son-iu-law the very best 

of men, 
Pats herself kindly on the back and chuckles like a 

hen 
Which sees her first production hatched, and 

standing on one leg. 
Proclaims how she successfully turned out her 

maiden egg. 
When the poor child comes out, and sees the 

troubles which beset 
Her search for fortune, there's no doubt she wishes 

to forget 
Those hints maternal, and finds out it's rather hard 

to please, — 
To hate each poor man and adore each wealthy man 

she sees. 
Should she expostulate, object, or dare express 

disgust, 
Th' excited mother shrieks with rage, " What ? say 

you can't ! you must ! 
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Swear he's the only man you love ; accept him ; if 

you^l not — 
I'll do, — I don't Jmow what, besides, disown you on 

the spot !" 

If the poor frightened thing agrees, and in her 
suit succeeds. 
See what a miserable life the wretched creature 

leads. 
Though for the first two years or so he's everything 

that's nice. 
Treats her to endless necklaces and rings of any 

price. 
Takes her out all night long to balls and all day long 

to fetes. 
And she in turn presents him with a woolly pair of 

pates, 
(The very sweetest little things that ever squalled 

all day,) 
Things don't go on for ever in this very charming 

way. 
When in the common course of life, as all things 

frail and fair. 
She shows the terrible effect of so much wear and 

tear. 
He, weary of his fruitful vine and olive branches too. 
Treats her in that indifferent way which blackguards 
always do, 

D 
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Comes liome at any hour of iiiglit^ the injured man 

assmnes^ 
Cnrses aQ freely light and left^ swears^ grumbles, 

sulks and fames. 
And she goes through with sickened heart the 

regnlar routine. 
Drives out each afternoon at four to see and to be 

seen, 
Beceiy es her friends, and learns too soon in scandal- 

spreadin'g chat. 
How sweet he is on Lady This and fond of Missis 

That, 
And in a short time comes to hear what all society 

knew, 
'' He keeps a woman of his own at Twickenham or 

at Kew/' 
Who has the wretched wife to thank for such a life 

as this, 
A consort so devoted, kind, such matrimonial bliss ? 
Herself in part; but, ay, still more that vile old 

wizen witch 
Who'd marry her to any brute so long as he was 

rich. 

How wearily the dull recess drags on its lingering 
days. 
Time, flying not half fast enough, we kill in various 
ways. 
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In those hours croquet reigns supreme^ a fearful 

habit grows; 
(What the world did before croquet, why, heaven 

only knows) . 
Our curate in the afternoon conies up and drives the 

balls 
Mechanically through the hoops, and all the while 

he falls 
Wildly in love with that pert face which never can 

be his ; 
He knows it, and she knows it too ; her sisters chajBT 

and quiz ; 
And still he hangs about the place, and still he lives 

in hopes 
Of sheer impossibilities ; he grows grey while he 

mopes. 
Till Sunday next comes round again, when from his 

desk hb sees 
His angel in the old high pew kneeling upon 

her knees. 
And while the rector from the perch above his head 

proclaims 
Damnation to the parish sots, consigns them to hell 

flames 
And other pleasant places, he dreams on his hard 

oak seat 
She, his dear wife, sits by his side, her babies at his 

feet, 
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And wakes to find himself still there^ and she for 

whom he dies 
Still sitting in the old high pew^ with those dear 

great grey eyes. 
Which very nearly drive him mad with their 

pecnliar grace. 
Fixed, like great light-honses, npon the pastor's 

hideons face ; 
He wonders what on earth she finds so taking 

in those strings 
Of texts all tacked together, which tme philadelphy 

flings 
Bight in the faces of his flock ; for, if they will 

or no. 
He shall in Abram's bosom lie, while they to 

Dives go. 
Does not the blockhead know fuHl well those iron 

laws of caste 
Which rule the universe ? Thou fool, ere many days 

are past. 
The noblest scions of the land shall proudly fall in 

love 
With her you tremble to look at, and die to get her 

glove. 
Take her delightful waist in hand, and see those 

charms unhid. 
Those laws perverse display to them, to you, alas ! 

forbid. 
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TJien shall she be the toast of clubs, the qneen of 

every baU, 
The great gods of society come to her beck and 

call 
Like lap-dogs to a mistress^ nod to be caressed 

and fed. 
And in the end a coronet shall crown her splendid 

head. 

Each season, as the time draws close, how leaps 

the mother^s heart. 
Who, beaming with maternal pride, brings to the 

London mart 
A brace or two of charming girls of marketable 

years. 
For nights beforehand visions rise of baronets and 

peers. 
High-sounding titles, carriages, grand levies, 

Belgrave Square, 
Castles in shire, castles here, and castles in 

the air. 
Court presentations, diamonds, plate, pearls, jewels 

at the bank. 
All the tomfoolery in fact that appertains to rank ; 
The great unwieldy high barouche, that stuck-up 

yellow box 
Whence grin the powdered flunkeys down, those 

everlasting knocks 
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Which shake the house from top to toe^ the kettle- 
drums at five. 

That ceaseless hum, like fifty drones turned all into 
one hive. 

The crowded Bow, the opera, the dim religious light 

Of Sunday populars whereat to say our prayers wo 
fight. 

Has not the peerage night by night consumed the 

midnight oil ? 
Has she not laboured with the hope of profitable 

toil. 
Got Who's Who at her fingers* ends ? Why, not a 

rap she cares 
Which of the two she knows the most, the peerage 

or her prayers. 
'' Ere long,'* she cries, " a righteous end shall crown 

me with success ; 
Harriet will be my Lady , and Elate a 

Marchioness, 
And if dear Mary's passee now, and getting rather 

old, 
I dare say we can touch her up and dye her grey 

hairs gold. 
K I can get her oS my hands this season, that must 

do; 
Fm certain we can patch her up, if not, as good as, 

new; 
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And should the poor child only get a second son 

with four^ 
Or even three thousand a year, we must not look 

for more. 
And if the other dear girls net, as I feel sure they 

must. 
Some finer fish than most girls do, I really hope and 

trust 
Their fortunes will be made, but as for any smaller 

fry — 
Than marry one of them, bless me, Pd rather have 

them die 1 
I could not stand it; &ncy now, if Harriet, dear 

child, 
(She's curious notions too,) could be so wicked, 

wilful, wild. 
So frivolous as to fall in love with some dreadfril 

young clerk. 
Who's just a hundred pound a year, aad barely that, 

now mark, 
Fd never see the child again, no, not at any 

rate, — 
A class of men Society can scarcely tole- 
rate; 
Yet as Fve brought them up so weU, I think there's 

little chance 
Of any such mistake; indeed, at Lady Susan's 

dance. 
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The other evenings they all looked so veiy well^ I 

hear^ 
And made so much impressioii too^ I really have no 

fear 
Of not getting the darlmg girls^ well^ as the case 

now stands^ 
Long before half the season's ont^ quite easy off 

my hands/' 
So meditates the parent fond^ and straightway sets 

to work. 
Teaches the silly repartee, the sly, the wanton 

smirk. 
The dovhle entendre^ and how at once to ogle, leer 

and smile 
Pointedly at the favoured man, appearing all the 

while 
As modest as the goddess-maid j next, how to move 

or shrug 
The shoulders most bewitchingly, excite the warmer 

hug 
In valse, or any dance^ and then with virgin grace 

expose 
Whatever charms may lie between their bosoms and 

their toes. 
^' So, cut the dresses lower still, yes, now another 

inch; 
Oh, there's no saying how far down we might go at 

a pinch/' 
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And so on; all at last prepared^ all eagerly 
concoct 

Their diflferent stratagems, in case the mart be over- 
stocked. 

*' That would be dreadful : we must try extremes : 
they^re much the best : 

So long as we succeed, well then — the devil take 
the rest. 

Our dresses are decolletees : yes, no matter: that 
will tell: 

We'd have them right down to our waists if that 
will make us sell." 

If all such prime resources fail, when each gets off 
by heart 

Her different lessons, looks her best, and plays in 
turn her part. 

Who shall be blamed, should foolish man immove- 
able remain, 

And mothers' tricks and daughters' charms be 
brought to bear in vain 

On hearts impervious ? " One thing's clear, by doing 
so they waste 

Their opportunities; besides, ifs shockingly bad 
taste." 

And yet in this huge Babylon there are a few choice 
hearts 

Which dare despise this husband hunt, these shame- 
less tricks, these arts, . 
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WkLch stick to the old-iGushioned style^ now grown 

quite obsolete^ 
Of marryiBg because thej love^ and tastes and 

tempers meet. 
Thank heaven ! a few right-minded souls are left 

nSj who detest 
This filthy lucre which pervades and ruins all the 

rest. 
Long may they happy live to be the mothers of a 

race 
Bom to decry this marriage mart and curse this 

foul disgrace ! 
The court of love's turned upside down: not as 

when through the wood 
Apollo chased the fiying nymph till she a laurel 

stood ; 
Not as when in a shower of gold the mighty 

Thunderer broke, 
To win that fatal maiden's charms, bulwarks and 

bars of oak ; 
Not as when through the starUt sea the crdfty god- 
bull bore 
Europa culling for the Nymphs sweet wreaths 

beside the shore ; 
Does now hot youth pursue his flame, and gladly 

win the day. 
The whole arrangement's now reversed and turned 

the other way. 
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No wonder Danae in her tower resisted but in vain 
The royal love that wooed her in that dazzling 

golden rain. 
Just take a woman now-a-days: why, what else 

could she do ? 
Give her the chance, she gladly takes the conse- 
quences too I 
Safe was the way and open for the god turned into 

coin; 
Far happier is the wealthy man than he who's proud 

to join 
Some grand old title to the name for which his 

fathers bled. 
But shivers in some two-pair-back and hardly begs 

his bread. 

'Tis the bewitching hour of night, the scene laid 
in those halls 

Where the stem stately matrons sit all round the 
mirrored walls. 

Guarding their own respective maids, where Eng- 
land loves to show 

Her glorious offspring waltzing on the light fantastic 
toe. 

Each jealous chaperone regards her charge with 
special pride. 

The final strict injunctions gives, and keeps her at 
her side. 
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Wliile with discriminatiiig glance she singles out, 

and picks 
The big fish from the little fish, the Croesi from the 

sticks. 
The band strikes up : each eager maid encouragingly 

bland 
Smiles on the great long whiskered swell who takes 

her waist in hand, 
And bends down o'er her naked bust, then with a 

hop and skip 
They rush like mad things round and round, eyes 

front, and hip to hip. 
Are fig-leaves out of fashion now, or why should 

man be dressed 
When woman, like a water nymph, votes all her 

clothes a pest ? 
How can we tell how soon the day shall come when 

our elitCy 
The rank and fashion of our land, our princes too 

may meet. 
And girding up their loins, with all our daughters 

and our wives 
Dance in the cancan as if they were dancing for their 

lives. 
And (exquisite simplicity!) when each contented 

man 
Shall only wear an opera-hat, a woman gloves and 

fan. 
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While the fat full-developed dow shall^ like a 

sweltering toad. 
Squat in some comer glorious in her cabbage-leaves 

and woad, 
And when, as in the good old times Brighthelm- 

stone's royal rake 
A fishing .village made a town, and kept it wide 

awake 
With his PaviUon revellings, and cuddled Mrs. 

Fitz 
Before a rowdy lot of fools, pimps, prostitutes, and 

wits. 
Capering and playing his mad pranks to please 

and pay the town, 
More like the devil in a fit than monarch of the 

crown, — 
We shall behold and learn at last to honour and 

admire 
The naked majesty of man in classical attire 
Hopping the trois-temps with our wives and 

daughters in no more 
Than what upon a certain night a certain Duchess 

wore. 

Lo ! they have twisted round the room a score of 
times or more ; 
What should have graced and half concealed her 
bosom, sweeps the floor. 
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Added to make those flying skirts^ in eddying swing 
complete. 

Dash down some miserable man right off his totter- 
ing feet. 

And send him sprawling on his back, as in the nick 
of time 

He whispered in his partner's ear a sentimental 
rhyme. 

These muslin-maefo^roww have become the pest of 
all our balls : 

Tornadoes, tropical cyclones, or equinoctial squalls 

Are simple child's play to those trains which, sweep- 
ing round and round. 

Catch you unwary round the legs and dash you to 
the ground. 

Then ignominiously small you rise with wounded 
shins 

To hear a titter half-suppressed and meet a thousand 
grins. 

Now they stop panting and retire, to quaff the 

iced champagne. 
Then back to soberer quadrille or whirling waltz 

again; 
Blessed is he for whom repute of riches makes a 

name 
Brighter than battle-fields have won, for whom the 

lovely fame 
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Of red gold in his cradle shines^ and^ while a sickly 

child. 
Expectant mothers hot with hope go rapturously 

wild. 
The eyes of every longing maid catch up with eager 

gaze 
His favourite names, his favourite flowers, his fa- 
vourite styles and ways. 
Die to be introduced and have inscribed upon their 

cards 
His darling name of precious worth : each spitefully 

regards 
Her whom he seems to fancy most, and with a 

woman^s curse 
Swears she^s a horrid Uttle flirt, and perhaps some- 
thing worse. 
They bite their lips ; they stamp their feet ; they 

raise the fierce alarm : 
'* A rival more than once or twice has hung upon his 

arm. 
And dared to think he likes her too, the impudent 

young minx : 
Yet never mind, she's very much mistaken if she 

thinks 
She's got the very slightest chance : I know a thing 

or two 
"Would show him what she reaUy is, — mem chacun 

a son gout/' 
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With silent satisfaction marks the anxious 

chaperone. 
How well her protegee succeeds and 'cutely holds 

her own 
Against the calumnies of hate and all their wiles 

and baits. 
So Cinderella shone, what time the nursery tale 

relates. 
The fairy waved her magic wand, and there 

appeared touts suite 
Her lacqueys, prancing steeds, and coach, an 

equipage complete. 
Transformed from pumpkins, rats, and mice, and 

like a queen she stept 
From where, a maid of drudgery, in squalid grief she 

wept 
To see her sisters drive away, and all night have to 

wait; 
With ears well boxed and supperless, beside the 

cheerless grate. 
She stooped to conquer by no tricks, no lies, no 

deep decQit: 
Her natural ways, her simple air was so surpassing 

sweet, / 

The prince beheld her, worshipped her, and took 

her then and there 3— 
If there were nobler women there, yet was not one 

so fair : 
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Virtue was her nobility and her own graceful- 
ness 
Gave her a title nobler than the Queens of Queens 

possess. 
Though fifty Circes all the while weaved on with 

endless skill 
TJnextricable webs on webs, and in the end caught 

. — ^nil; 
But when she won his heart and hand, they OTinned 

a ghastly grin, 
Painted him blacker than was kind, and hated her 

like sin. 
There hangs a moral on this tale, and singularly 

apt. 
Ye husband-hunters fair but foul, remember and 

adapt. 
The artless spirit wins his love who aims at higher 

things 
Than the bought adulation of our great society- 
kings. 
And heartily abominates those fools, like beaten 

curs. 
Who grovel at the feet of rank and riches : he 

prefers 
That quiet sweet girl of modest mien, with some 

pretence of dress. 
Without the artificial charms or crimes of true 

noblesse. 

E 
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*' None of these scheming women here are fit," he 

says, ** for wives. 
Much less for mothers would they do; had I a 

thousand lives. 
Not one of these should be my wife to get up petty 

cliques. 
Lord it o'er all the country round, and play her 

maiden freaks. 
Ashamed to soil her dignity with poverty in pain. 
Selfish in sorrow, proud in joy, too exquisite to 

deign 
To know a poorer relative, not for one day content 
With the calm rest of country life, continually bent 
On rushing back again to town, in one eternal 

fret 
Lest those inordinately dear French milliners forget 
To send the newest fashions down ; a conscience 

with no qualms. 
More than that woman-fiend possessed when slept 

the murdered Glamis, 
.And from her trembling knock-kneed lord, perfectly 

green with fear. 
She snatched the reeking daggers with a conjugal 

sweet leer. 
Ahab had been a harmless knave, had not his 

painted spouse 
Wheedled him out of all his good, and managed to 

arouse 
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Her moping husband from the snlks : *^ What ails 

thee, love,'^ she said, 
*^ What, Naboth's vineyard is't ? cheer up, arise and 

eat thy bread ! ^^ 
She wrote : she sealed it with his seal, determined 

he should die : 
A solemn feast day was proclaimed and Naboth set 

on high 
Among the people: so they did according to her 

scheme : 
Two sons of Belial stood up : " This Naboth did 

blaspheme 
God and the King,^^ they cried ; forthwith the 

wretched man they led 
Beyond the city walls and there stoned till he was 

stone-dead. 
Dux f(icU ferfdna once more; 'tis always so, for 

man 
Was ever henpecked into crime since mother Eve 

began ; 
But she so gently beautiful, so simple and so 

pure. 
Will make the weightiest of woes a pleasure to 

endure ; 
A perfect treasure of a wife, that prize men seldom 

find. 
For ah, how rarely beauty is with modesty com- 
bined! 
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Yet if there can be heaven on earth, apart from 

tears and vice, 
Her's is the love to make one's home an earthly 

paradise. 
So useless were those studied smiles, those tricks 

of no avail. 
Nothing remains for them to do but curse, despise, 

and rail 
At his vile dross, for now that he's no longer in their 

power. 
The very grapes they died for are particularly 

sour. 
While blest with her unselfish heart, his brightest 

diadem. 
He revels in the quiet delights of home, but as for 

them. 
Back to the maiden couch again to mourn o'er 

slighted charms. 
Resolved to win new strength and forge far more 

effectual arms. 
Weapons of certain victory man shall in vain 

resist,^ 
For wild despair brings surer means, the mark so 

often missed ; 
And since all's fair in love and war, she, as a last 

resource. 
Who can no husband get by love, should marry one 

by force. 
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But if when summer months come round, and 

broiling hot July 
Bids the great birds of plumage gay take up tibeir 

wings and fly 
In horror from the empty town, the noise, and din, 

and smoke. 
To where beneath the branching shades of elm and 

aged oak 
There lie those Edens England loves, her heroes' 

calm retreats, 
men but the soUtary cat surveys the sflent streets. 
The lifeless squares, the noiseless roads, perched on 

the giddy height 
Of some tall chimney-pot, and dares with fearless 

paws alight 
On the still earth, and undismayed with proud 

defiant whine. 
Challenge unto the battle her acquaintances feline ; 
When the whole hlase world has flown, to taste the 

bracing breeze. 
To climb the Rhigi or Mont Blanc, across the 

freighted seas 
To sweet Killamey, when in fact our cockneys pierce 

and probe 
All the fair nooks and comers of the great terrestial 

globe. 
If then cruel Fortune has not smiled, and still the 

maiden name 
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Changed for no appellative, remains the odious 

same, 
The heart grows sick with hope deferred, and 

mightily detests 
That unappreciative male sex, brute beasts, unfeel- 
ing pests. 
Thus cries the disappointed choir of still unwedded 

maids, 
'* Alas ! alas ! our glory dies, our freshest beauty 

fades ; 
'Tis all in vain we try to please, for man will not 

be pleased. 
Their chivalry is of the past, their systems are 

diseased 3 
Their hearts have crossed the other side, and yet 

that's not the right ; 
At our great grandmothers^ bidding the lion-hearted 

knight 
Had flown like lightning to the lists, and for his 

lady-love 
Hurled in the faces of his foe the fearless challenge 

glove. 
But now, though when the chance occurs we give 

the strongest hints. 
No heed the senseless wretch will give, possessed of 

perfect mints. 
Shall we whose passion darts fond looks of eager 

love on each 
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And all — who^re worth them — pine away with 

fortunes in our reach ?" 
Et cetera, in sheer disgust their mothers vainly 

try 
To make out what the cause can be^ and find the 

reason why. 
When no extravagance in dress, no fashionable 

conceit, 
Nor wild monstrosity was spared to turn them out 

complete 
In each minute particular, and every word as well 
Was studied for a certain hit, their children will not 

sell. 
Why, in those very ways and means by which they 

madly think 
To conquer, lies their own defeat, all men in horror 

shrink 
From them as from a serpent's coils : if for a single 

hour 
Some fellow povr s^ambuser flirt, they, panting to 

devour. 
Refuse to see how utterly he can and does despise 
Their firightful twaddle, crafty smiles, absurd ex- 
tremes and lies. 
And so they will not understand, but shut their eyes 

and ears. 
The parent gives the shrewd advice, the daughter 

perseveres, — 
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Her chances of salyation for a monied son-in-law 
Gladly would any mother give, if happily she saw 
The slightest prospect of success, or could by some 

means get 
That precious golden fish to swim into her gaping 

net. 

So the whole world, when all the earth to one 

vast ocean grew. 
And sent old Noe in the ark out cruising mth his 

Zoo, 
Or Sodoixi and Gomorrah were engaged, as we've 

been told \ 
They married and in marriage gave, they likewise 

bought and sold. 
Until the Almighty anger burst in brimstone 

streams of rain. 
And red hot coals of fire destroyed those cities of 

the plain. 
And doubtless when our day shall come, we shall be 

found as well 
Prepared to sell our daughters, and about as much 

— for hell. 
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